
TIN-STAR TRICK 



CADGE THURMAN'S chest felt as if it 
would burst. He'd been running for a 
whole hour, running while the alarm bell at 
the jail in Buckson clanged on. Busting out 
had been easy. The sheriff had been young 
enough, and inexperienced enough, to fall for 
that old trick about the prisoner feeling sick. 
Once he'd unlocked the cell, come in and bent 
over Thurman, he'd learned a lesson — the hard 
way. Up had come Cadge Thurman's lean, 
strong arm. And when it came down, it came 
down edgewise on the tin-star's neck. 

Thurman's mouth twisted in derision as he 
remembered. It had been only an instant's 
work, after the tin-star fell unconscious, to 
grab his guns and high-tail it out the back 

Speed had been necessary, and his escape 
vital. Another twenty-four hours and he'd have 
been the chief and only mourner at his own 
funeral in Boot Hill cemetery. It had been the 
Buckson sheriff who'd arrested him for killing 
the bank guard. It would also have been the 
sheriff who would have released the trap 
under him at the Buckson gallows. 

But not now. 

Cadge Thurman pumped down a gully, then 
turned abruptly to the left. A sudden stitch 
in his side halted him abruptly. His heart was 
pounding violently with the exertion. In the 
distance, not two hundred yards away, was the 
county line — and freedom. Under him his legs 
wobbled. He remembered, abruptly, that he 
wasn't as young as he used to be. Gasping, he 
tried to keep from falling, failed. With a 
crash, he brought up against two heavy 

Cadge lay there. His heart slowly resumed 
its normal beating. The mist before his eyes 
cleared, and he found he could catch his 
breath. He tried to rise, as he thought of how 
close he was to freedom, how close he might, 
be to losing it, panicked him. He knew the 
Buckson tin-star wouldn't have had much of 
a chance to rouse a posse that late at night. 
But he didn't know how long the lawman 
would stay knocked out. 

Behind him, he heard hoofbeats. With a 
strangled curse he got to his feet, stood sway- 
ing. Then the hoofbeats stopped. Cadge 
paused. He knew he had to rest, but he knew 
that resting might be fatal. The memory of 
the noose that would tumble him into a grave 
on Boot. Hill filled him with terror. Abruptly 
he started off again, down the gulley, hit a 
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rise and toiled toward the top. 

"All right, you lousy lobo — reach!" 

The harsh words spun Cadge Thurman to 
the right. 

"The sheriff?'' he gasped hoarsely. 

The Buckson tin-star stood at the top of the 
rise and chuckled. One hand held a gun on 
Cadge, The other ruefully massaged a sore 



anyway, for the lesson, lobo. You probably fig- 
ure, too, that I couldn't get a posse up this 
time of night. But I didn't have to, Thur- 
man. There was only one way to safety and 
you had to take it. So did I. Only I knew you 
didn't have a horse. My own's bein' shoed, 
so I borrowed one — and got here ahead of 

y With strange abruptness, terror fell from . 
Cadge Thurman like a cloak. In the darkness, 
he smiled secretly. The young squirt, he 
thought. With the comfortable pressure of the 
captured guns by his side in their holsters, 
he moved forward and up. 

"Take it easy!" the tin-star said. 

"I'm — I'm just winded, Sheriff," Cadge 
gasped. "Been runnin' from you for a long 
time." His eyes narrowed and he stumbled 
once. Then he stumbled again, his right leg 
buckling toward the ground. Instantly his two 
guns were out of their holsters roaring bul- 
lets. In front of him, the sheriff, taken by sur- 
prise, staggered. The gun in his hand flew 
wide. Then he crumpled, with two slugs in the 

"Guess you won't have time to learn that 
lesson, sonny,'' Cadge said, grinning. He stood 
regarding the body for an instant. A plan 
formed quickly in his mind. Swiftly he rifled 
the body of its wallet, its tin star and the 
sheriff's papers of identification. Then, roiling 
the body back into the gulley, he covered it 
with rocks. Nobody would know just where 
the sheriff was. It might be days before they 
found the body. In the meantime, on the 
sheriff's horse, he'd cross the county line, ride 
to Starbutte, a hundred miles away. At Star- 
hutte was a bank. It would be easy for a 
sheriff to get into a bank. 

Walking toward the tethered horse, Cadge 
Thurman chuckled as, move by move, his plan 
fell into place. This time, he wouldn't have 
to bust into a bank. He'd be invited in. This 
time he wouldn't be rushed. This time he 
(Continued on inside back cover) 
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WHILE TRAVELING AROUND, 
PERHAPS YOU NOTICED THAT SOME OF THE GRAZING GRASS 
WAS GETTING MIGHTY THIN . WELL , MAYBE VOU DIDN'T TAKE 
NOTICE , BUT A LOT OF RANCHERS HAVE AND THEY'RE DONG 
SOMETHING ABOUT IT. THEY'RE PUTTING FERTILIZER AND 
CHEMICALS INTO THE SOIL TO ENRICH IT BECAUSE THEY'RE 
THINKING OF THE YEARS AHEAD — YEARS WHEN THEIR 
CATTLE WILL NEED GOOD GRASS FOR GRAZING - THEY'RE 
NOT LIKE TAD TOWLES AND SOME OF THE OTHER RANCHERS 
WERE, YEARS SACK.. 

TAD TOWLES ONCE HAD A FINE 
RANCH, GOOD GRATING LAND AND A NICE PLOT OF CROPS ■- 
-- CORN, TOMATOES, WHEAT. BUT CONSTANT U5E BEGAN 
TO RUN THE LAND DRV, AS WE 5AV OUT THIS WAV. LAND 
NEEDS NOURISHMENT , JUST LIKE VOU AND I OR BLACK JACK 
HERE . BUT TOWLES DIDN'T BOTHER LOOKING THAT FAR 
AW5AP . AND HE CONVINCED A LOT OF OTHER FOLKS IT 
WASN'T NECESSARV. THEV JUST KEPT GRATING TMEIR 
CATTLE AS THE GRASS GREW THINNER AND POORER ■ 
THEIR CROPS SMALLER AND SMALLER . . . ALWAYS 
FIGURING IT WOULD IMPROVE NEKT SEASON. BUT IT DIDN'T 
AND FINALLY THEIR LAND BECAME MOSTLV DRY SURFACE 
DIRT WITHOUT STRENGTH. IT WAS TOO LATE THEN TO 
START REPLENISHING THE SOIL . IT WOULD'VE TAKEN FORTY 
YEARS TO BRING tT BACK . TOWLES ANPTHE OTHERS LOST 
ALL THEY ONCE HAD. 

AND WHY ? BECAUSE THEY DIDN'T 
THINK AHEAD] THEY DIDN'T REALIZE THAT NOTHING CAN 
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SEND FOR IT TODAY ! 



Tin-Star Trick 

(Continued from inside front cover) 
could clean out the bank thoroughly. 

Mounting the horse, Thurman rode on and 
over the county line, and didn't pause until 
he'd put a good thirty miles between himself 
and any possible pursuit from Buckson. Then 
he dismounted, tied up the horse and got some 
much-needed rest. 

In the morning he breakfasted on some wild 
blackberries and, just before remounting, went 
over the sheriff's papers. 

"So I'm Mr. Joe Henty," he mused softly, 
"Tin-star of Bjjckson." He raised his ten- 
gallon back in the direction from which he'd 
come. "Sleep tight, Joe. I got a little ap- 
pointment in Starbutte." 

It was well past noon when he reached the 
half-way mark between Buckson and Star- 
butte. The money in Joe Henty's wallet bought 
him a meal at a settler's cabin. Then he rode 

Near eight o'clock that night, the soft lights 
of Starbutte showed up on the south-west 
horizon. It was a busy, tight little town, Cadge 
knew, with a railroad spur and a bank. 

Ten minutes later he was cantering up the 
main street of the town. He checked in at the 
local hotel. 

"So you're the new tin-star from Buckson, 
eh?" the hotel clerk asked, as Cadge Thurman 
signed the name "Joe Henty" in the hotel 

Cadge Thurman nodded, patted his tin star 
and went upstairs. He knew there was no 
local sheriff to worry about. Unlike Buckson, 
Starbutte wasn't a county seat and had none. 

The next morning he rode toward the bank. 
A middle-aged man was unlocking the door 
at the stroke of ten. 

"Mr. Cardie?" Cadge said, touching his ten- 
gallon. He'd already ascertained the banker's 
name from the hotel clerk. 

"That's me," the. banker acknowledged. 

"Dropped up from Buckson, Mr. Cardie, to 
warn you about a bank crook headed this way. 
I'm Joe Henty, tin-star at Buckson." He 
reached down from the saddle and shook 
Cardie's hand. "This bank crook's liable to 
strike any night — maybe tonight." 

"In that case, we'll need some help," Mr. 
Cardie said. 

"Worse thing we could do," Thurman said. 
"Once the secret's out, people get tense. And 
when the bank crook rides into town, he'll 
notice it and high-tail it away. I've got to trap 
him at your bank, Mr. Cardie, because I don't 
know what he looks like. My idea is, you and 
I stand guard tonight in the bank strong room 
until he shows up." 

"I reckon both of us could handle him," 
Cardie agreed. "But — but suppose he tries a 



get-away?" 

Cadge Thurman laughed, patted his horse's. 

"If he does, why me and my cayuse here 
will see he doesn't make it. We've been through 
many a high-tailin' chase together." 

"It's good horseflesh," Mr. Cardie said ap- 
provingly. "I can tell that. I'm a horse-fancier 
myself — and I like 'em fast." With a practiced 
eye, he appraised the cayuse. Then he nodded. 
"Well, all right, Sheriff Henty, if you think 
that's the best way to handle the situation, I'll 
do it. Meet you here tonight at nine." He 
waved good-bye and said, "Be on time." 

Cadge Thurman nodded and rode back to 
the hotel. 

Shortly before nine, he remounted his horse 
and returned to the bank. At the door, Banker 
Cardie let him in and led the way to the 
strong room. Behind him. Cadge Thurman 
padded noiselessly, his hands reaching for his 
guns. 

As they entered, and Cardie turned. Thur- 
man slammed the door behind him with a foot. 

"Okay, Mr. Cardie," he said softly. "Just 
put your hands up and you won't get hurt — 
ouch!" 

The gun in his right hand spun from his 
grasp as a shot rang out. A hefty fist smashed 
down on his wrist, and he dropped the other. 
Cursing, Thurman stared at the trio of men 
lined up behind the door he'd slammed. 

"What the devil . . .?" Thurman began. 

"Just townsmen I called in to help me," 
Cardie said grimly. "You're not Sheriff Henty! 
In fact we suspicioned that you murdered the 
real Henty and came here to rob the bank by 
getting me holed up in here and makin' me 
open the safe !" 

"Hogwash!" Thurman began. "Why, I . . . 
I . . ." 

"You made a mistake when you said you 
and that horse of yours had ridden together 
a lot," Mr. Cardie said. "But I like good horse- 
flesh, like I said. I gave it a once-over, and 
from where I stood I saw that your horse didn't 
have a callous mark on his flanks. They get 
'em from spurs hitting them in the same spot. 
That meant you were lyin', probably ridin' a 
stolen horse. I telegraphed Buckson and heard 
the sheriff was missin' after lighting out after 
a bank robber named Cadge Thurman — with 
the sheriff ridin' a borrowed horse. And that 
horse had just been broken in — hardly ridden 
at all." 

HE looked at the trembling Thurman. 
"Reckon you'll have a last ride on that 
nag after all — when you ride off it with a 
noose around your neck !" 

THE END 
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